HORSES ON THE CAMARGUE

Roped as they flounder in
By foresters.

But hunters as day fails
Will take the short-cut home across the fields ;
With slackened rein \vill stoop through darkening

wealds;

With creaking leathers skirt the swedes and kales.
Patient, adventuring still,
A horse's ears bob on the distant hill;
He starts to hear

A pheasant chuck or whirr, having the fear           10

In him of ages filled with war and raid.
Night-gallop, ambuscade;
Remembering adventures of his kin
With giant winged worms that coiled round mountain

bases.

And Nordic tales of young gods riding races
Up courses of the rainbow; here within
The depth of Hampshire hedges, does he dream
How Athens woke, to hear above her roofs
The welkin flash and thunder to the hoofs
Of Dawn's tremendous team ?                                20
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IN the grey wastes of dread,

The haunts of shattered gulls where nothing moves

But in a shroud of silence like the dead,

I heard a sudden harmony of hooves,

And, turning, saw afar

A hundred snowy horses unconfined,

The silver runaways of Neptune's car

Racing, spray-curled, like waves before the wind.
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